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The old man paused and looked at Ko-ngai. cc Do
you grow weary, little one ? Is my story too long ? "

" Go on, go on! I feel that something more won-
derful is coming."

" Yes, yes," said the old man eagerly, ^something
more wonderful is coming now. Shortly after my
visit to the Western Royal Mother, I wandered away
from the mountain hut, strayed into the valley and
mingled with the folk who could not perform marvels
and laughed at the tales I told them. It was in this
valley that I met Yua-nana.  How red were her
lips, and what laughter shone in her long eyes ! I
fell in love with Yua-nana. I said to her one day :

s I will go into the city and make money. You shall
not wear cotton, but silk worked with blossoms and
butterflies and little hills.'

" And so, having uttered many sweet words and
exchanged with her many tender vows, I hastened
to the city. Fortune favoured me, for in two years
I had scraped together enough for us to be marri-
ed, enough to dress the pretty Yua-nana in lovely
garments.

" I returned to the village, carrying with me a
robe of embroidered silk. When I entered the cot-
tage where Yua-nana lived with her parents, I learnt
that she had died that morning. I crept into the
room where she lay and caressed her cold hands and
pressed my cheek against her own. So still, so quiet
she lay. When I had sat by her side for a long